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Abstract
CARL leaned back in his chair as the class flowed out of the room. He rested his chubby
fingers behind his head and stared at the jungle of papers on top of his desk. A stretched green
sweater covered the rolling hill of his belly like a lawn, and somewhere on the other side were his
orange and black houndstooth pants....
FRIDAY 
by Ken Braband 
Journalism, Soph. 
u A R L leaned back in his chair as the class flowed out of 
the room. He rested his chubby fingers behind his head 
and stared at the jungle of papers on top of his desk. A 
stretched green sweater covered the roll ing hill of his 
belly like a lawn, and somewhere on the other side were 
his orange and black houndstooth pants. 
Carl leaned forward and stuck a bottle of wa rm, 
orange Ne-Hi in his mouth. After savoring the last drops, 
he pulled out a crusty handkerchief and wiped the orange 
off his lips and tongue. Stuck to the bottom of the bottle 
was a half sheet of paper. Carl peeled it off and set the 
sticky bottle on another sheet of paper on his desk. The 
note read: 
TO: Carl A. Barnes 
FROM: Hugh Peterson 
Carl: It has been called to our attention that no 
grades have been submitted for American History 
I for last semester. To enable our office to issue 
complete report cards on Tuesday of next week, 
please be sure you submit these grades by Friday, 
Jan. 30. I trust you wi l l balance your t ime properly 
to alleviate any further complications or delays. 
"Al lev iate?" Carl snorted, " O l ' Hughie's really using 
that new dictionary his wife bought h i m . " 
Carl started to toss the note, but noticed that the 
sticky orange ring on it circled the date, "F r iday , Jan, 
30." 
"Damn i t ! That's today." 
Carl crumpled the note and shot it at the wastebasket 
by the door. It bounced off the edge and landed in the hall . 
[38] 
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"D id you drop this, Mr. Barnes?" asked Perry Grey, 
one of Carl's former history students. Carl looked up to 
see a pair of thick wire-r immed glasses covering the thin 
litt le acne-covered face of Perry's. 
"Do you notice anything different about me, Mr. 
Barnes?" Perry asked as he held the crumpled note and 
smiled. 
"You got a new sweater?" Carl mumbled, stil l not 
paying total attention to the boy with the long oily hair. 
"No, I've had this since October," Perry said, stil l 
smil ing. " I t ' s my glasses. I got these new kind, you know, 
the wire-r immed kind. Do you like them?" 
"Yeah, they look swel l , " Carl muttered as he glanced 
up. 
"Mom says that now maybe I can be more popular 
because I don't look different from everybody else." 
Carl stopped his self pity for a moment and looked up 
at the fragile young sophomore. 
" P e r r y , " Carl said, "how would you like to do me a 
big favor?" 
"Sure , " Perry said, "anyth ing. " 
"Wel l , I've been so busy with grades and everything 
lately that I've gotten a litt le behind with some paper-
work. Do you have any free t ime this afternoon?" 
"Just 2:30 to 3:15." Perry replied. 
"That ' l l have to do, " Carl said. "Here's what I want 
you to do. " Carl shuffled through the papers on his desk 
until he found a yellow sheet that said 'KEY ' on the top. 
"Here's the answer sheet to the semester test for my 
history class. All you have to do is line this up with these 
blanks over here and make a mark when the answers 
aren't the same," Carl explained. "Do you think you can 
handle tha t? " 
"Oh sure," Perry said, "but what about those essay 
questions on the back?" 
"Oh . . . wel l , you got a 'B ' in my class last year, didn't 
you, Per ry?" 
" A ' C ' , " Perry said. 
"Wel l , at least you understood the fundamentals. Just 
40 Sketch 
look through the essay answers and give them from ten to 
twenty points on each one. Here's the table to convert the 
scores to grades, and here's the grade list. I'll look over 
them when you're through, so don't worry too much about 
each one. Do you think you've got i t ? " Carl asked the 
young student. 
" I . . . I guess so." 
"F ine , " Carl snapped, " I ' m going downtown for lunch 
now, and I have classes all afternoon, so you just come on 
in as soon as you can." Carl grabbed his coat and left 
Perry surrounded by the papers. 
After his f irst class of the afternoon, Carl decided he'd 
better check on Perry and the papers. He peeked into the 
room, but all that he saw was the same pile of papers and 
empty soda pop bottles. 
"Wel l , he's probably on his way , " Carl muttered to 
himself as he walked down the hall to the teacher's lounge 
for a cigarette and a bottle of pop. As he sat there alone in 
the lounge, he remembered the last t ime that he had been 
late getting the grades in. Hughie never did f ind out that 
Carl had used the "staircase curve, " but it must have 
looked funny to the students that the 'A' papers all had 
coal from the floor of the basement boiler room on them. 
Carl wondered if they had figured out that the other 
papers never get 'A's because they didn't make it to the 
bottom of the stairs. At least Hughie couldn't chew him 
out again for being late because the tests were all being 
graded this t ime. 
"Wel l , Carl, you must have all those grades turned in 
to my office already." 
Carl looked up and saw Hughie standing there with a 
cup of coffee. 
"What . . . uh . . . yes, yes that's r igh t , " Carl stuttered. 
" I must have just drifted off to sleep for a second. What 
t ime is it, anyway?" 
" I t ' s almost four ." 
" F o u r ! " Carl said, t ry ing not to show surprise, "Wel l , 
yeah, I finished up about fifteen minutes ago and decided 
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to give myself a breather." 
" I f you got all those grades in, you deserve one," 
Hughie said suspiciously, as he sat down. 
"Yeah, well I'd better check with the office, you know, 
in case they misplaced one of the grades," Carl said as he 
finished his pop. 
" B y the way, Car l , " Hughie began, " i t 's sure a good 
thing you got those grades in this t ime. " 
"Why's tha t? " Carl asked, waiting for the worst. 
"Wel l , Jack Scottberg told me that the schoolboard's 
not going to put up with all those teachers not ful f i l l ing 
their contracts. I guess they've already got some teachers 
in mind when they start cracking down," Hughie said as 
he casually sipped his coffee. 
Carl walked out the door and then hurried to his desk. 
He held his breath as he slowly opened the door. The desk 
was bare except for his Ne-Hi bottles and some other 
assorted papers. "Pe r ry must have finished the job all 
r ight , " Carl thought to himself as he breathed a sigh of 
relief. "Wai t a minute. Where are the tests?" 
Carl coolly paced down the halls to the office, hoping 
that Hugie was stil l in the teacher's lounge. Judy, the 
secretary, was sitting behind the desk typing when Carl 
walked in. 
"Oh, Car l , " said Judy, "Per ry Grey dropped off your 
American History I grades like you told him to. Just 
thought you'd want to know." 
"Thanks, Judy . . . thanks a lot ," Carl sighed as he 
checked his box for mail and then walked out. 
When he reached his car, Carl started digging for his 
car keys just as a loud muscle car roared by. 
" I t ' s those damn boys from my history class," Carl 
muttered, just before he noticed Perry sitting in the car 
with his newly-found friends. 
